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His words reminded her of her fears.

"If only the rest would be like him!" she thought.

Once more she heard footsteps on the porch* The door
was flung open and again the mother stood up. But to
her surprise a young girl .entered the kitchen. She was
rather small, had the plain face of a peasant, and wore
her fair hair in a single thick braid.

"Am I late?*' asked the girl softly.

"No," answered the khokhol, glancing through the
doorway. "Walk over?"

"Of course. Are you the mother of Pavel Mikhailovich?
Good evening. My name is Natasha."

"And your patronymic?" asked the mother.

"Vasilyevna. And yours?"

"Nilovna, Pelagea Nilovna."

"So now we know each other."

"Yes," said the mother with a slight catch of her breath
as she smiled at the girL

"Cold?" asked the khokhol as he helped the girl take
off her coat.

"Awfully, Such a wind out in the fields!"

Her voice was rich and clear, her mouth small, her lips
full, and altogether she was as round and fresh as a
peach. After taking off her things, she rubbed her rosy
cheeks with little hands inflamed with cold and quickly
entered the other room, her heels tapping sharply on the
floor.

"She doesn't wear galoshes," was the mother's mental
note,

"Br~r-r!" said the girl with a shiver, 'I'm froasen stiff."

"Here, I'll heat the samovar,'* said the mother, hur-
rying into the kitchen. "Just a minute**1

She felt as if she had known this girl for a long time,
and she loved her with the fine, sympathetic love of a
mother, A smile played about her lips as she listened to
the talk in the next room*

"What are you moping about, Nakhodka?" asked the
girl.